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-   Less than half an hour later Prokhor came running in,
panting.
" Gregor Pantalievich !   Old lad ... I never hoped, I
never expected to see this day ! " he shouted in a high-
-pitched, weeping voice and, stumbling over the threshold,
all but smashed the great ewer of vodka he was carrying!
He embraced Gregor, sobbing, wiping his eyes with his
fist, stroking his moustache, from which tears were dripping.
Something quivered in Gregor's throat, but he restrained
himself. Deeply moved, he roughly clapped his faithful
orderly on the back and said incoherently:
" Well, so we've seen each other again. . . . WeD, and I'm
glad,  Prokhor, terribly glad!  What are you crying for,
old lad ?   Grown weak in the reins ?   The nuts working
loose ?   How is your arm ?   So your wife hasn't torn your
Bother off yet ? "
*-  Prokhor   blew   his   nose   violently,   and   removed   his
sheepskin.
" The old woman and I live together these days like a
couple of doves. You can see my second arm is whole
but the one which the Poles took off is beginning to grow
again, God's truth ! In a year now you'll be seeing fingers
on it," he said with his customary cheeriness, shaking the
empty sleeve of his shirt.
War had taught each of them to hide his real feelings
behind a smile, to savour both bread and talk with a granular
salt;  and so Gregor continued his questioning in the same
Resting tone :
" How are you living, you old goat ? How are - you
bucking ? "
" Like an old man, not in too great a haste."
" You haven't killed anything else since you left me ? "
" What are you getting at ? "
" Why, the nightingales you brought me last winter.
" Pantalievich ! God forbid ! What use would such a
luxury be now ? And besides, what sort of a marksman
am I with only one arm ? That's your business, that's a
^young man's job. . . . But it's high time I gave my affairs
to a woman to grease, and turned to licking out frying-
pans."
s    They  stood  gazing   at   each   other,   these   old  trench
comrades, laughing and rejoicing in the meeting.